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LALLA ROOKH 



ACT I. 

Scene : J room in the palace of Aurungxebh at Delhi, A luindo^ 
L. c, looking out upon a balcony, uuitb a landscafft beyond. Doors 
tuitb rich hangings R. and L. 

Nourmahal is leaning out of the ivindoiv, luiue Azim is seen on 
the balcony outside. It is early morning, an i the sunlight gra- 
dually appears. 

Air. — ^^On prend un ange d^innocencey 

Azim. — SF ^us ere the dawn begins to peep ^ » 
tS Hither to your balcony I fly : ^ 

While all the world is fast asleep, 
Oh, we are waking — you and I. 
As the lover did in Maud, 

When " the black bat night had flown," 
And he sang that charming serenade. 
At the garden-gate alone. 

So ere the dawn begins to peep, &c. 

NouR. — ^These stolen sweets are far the sweetest: 
How dear is every stolen kiss ! 
But ah ! — such moments arc the fleetest. 
Soon passeth by an hour like this. 
Azim. — ^Look, look ! the sun begins to rise, 

And brighter glow the morning skies, 
My heart within me faints and dies : 
Alas ! 'tis time to go. 
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Ensemble. 
Oh, yes, it's clear the dawn doth peep, 

And it's clear that parted we must be ; 
For soon the world will wake from sleep, 

And they^l be catching you and me. 

AziM. — Mark every moment how the light grows 
stronger. 

My Nourmahal, I cannot linger longer. 

If at your window by my pa' Fm caught. 

He'll warm me so — I shiver at the thought. 

You know he says instead of courting you^ 

Some horrid rich old Begum Fm to woo. 

So he informed me, but I answered flat, 

" A Begum ! No, by gum ! I won't do thaty 

On which he boxed my ears, and said, " You 
speak 

Of Begums, boy, with un^<?c^wing cheek ! " 
{Signing) Ah ! well, I must be going, willy-nilly, 

* From this dear window-sill. 
NouR. Now don't be silly f 

Azim, — ^Why run away so early, pet ? 

See ! on the grass does not the dezv lie yet ? 
Azim. — You talk like Juliet that night when she 

Flirted with Romeo from her balcony ; 

But those two had to part, and so must we^ 
NouR. — Ah ! woful destiny that parts us so ! 
Azim. — Since I can't stop, 'tis useless to cry " Wo /'* 

Farewell ! • 
NouR* Farewell ! Roam hence, my Romeo I 

(l7>ey repeat the ensemble of the songy kissing bands to each other 
fondly; and Azim gradually disappears from the *windo*w, 
going L.). 
NouR. {looking after Am, l.) Thus every morn he 
comes to me. I warrant 

He'd come although it rained a perfect torrent.. 
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ACT I, 5 

Yes — dripping wet he'd still be here — dear 

fella! 
And we should meet beneath the same um- 
brella : 
A waterproof he'd put on for protection ; 
Oh ! what a proof 'twould be of his affection ! 
{Begins to bum the refrain of the song again, ivhen the Widotju 
Mokanna, *who has entered r. softly y unobserved by Nourmahaly 
claps her hands sharply close by the latter* s ears, making her 
jump.) 
NouR. {annoyed) — I wish you wouldn't do that. 

{Comes do'wn stage,) 
Widow. Oh ! I see 

I'm interrupting a soliloquy ; 

Well — though the fancy you may think ab- 
surd — 

I thought it was a duologue I heard. 
NouR. — Did you ? 

WiD. I didy and came to make a thirdjn it. 

NouR. — Oh ! I aver, of truth there's not a vordiT\\t. 

I was alone here, humming unawares 

Some simple air. 
WiD. {scornfully) We give ourselves such airs I 

Think we sing well perhaps, but I'm quite 
sure a 

Bray from a donkey rivals our ^r^zvura ! 
NouR. [curtseying) — On the politeness of your obser- 
vations 

Accept my most sincere congratulations. 

So sweet a temper is indeed a treat. 
WiD. — Its sweetness you shall feel, miss, tout de suite. 

First tell me — is it true what people say, 
{With intensity, pointing up c.) 

Some lad is at your lattice every day ? 
NouR. [starting involuntarily) — Ah ! 
WiD. You remarked .?— 
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NouR. [confused) Oh, nothing. 

WiD. [aside] There I had her! 

[aloud) Some morn no doubt the lad will bring a ladder; 
In demi-toilette by the twilight dim 
You'll ope the window and elope with him. 
I see it all ; and what's the greatest shame. 
The poor duenna's sure to get the blame. 
NouR. — You talk so wildly, that I can't help thinking 
You're cracked, or else — I have it 1 You've 

been drinking. 
Fie, fie ! old lady I 
WiD. {furiously) You'll repent your gibing. 

NouR. {laughing) — ^Yes, it's the rum and milk you've 

been imbibing. 
WiD. — 'Tis for my health I take it. 
NouR. Oh, come, come ! 

If so, you'd take more milk, ma'am, and less 
rum. 
-» I noticed that your steps seemed far from 
' steady. 

And then your nose ! Why, that's all red 

already, 

WiD. — Stop ! — or those ears I vow I'll soundly smack. 

Miss, you're a baggage ! So you'd better pack ! 

NouR. — {going up c.) — Shan't ! You began it ; so it's 

V tit for tat. 
WiD. {rushing after her with raised hand) — ^Then take 
the consequence ! 

{Hurried music,) 
l>JovR,{laughing, running away from her round stage] — 

Take time ! 
WiD. Take that ! 

(Brings doivn her hand ^violently, but misses Nourmahal, and hits 
Fadladeeny ivho is entering r., hackivard, hoiving to some one 
off stage, Nourmahal runs to L.). 
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ACT L 7 

Tadl. {turning round, indignantly) Mrs. Mokanna! 

NouR. {laughing, aside l.) That was a good hard 'un. 

WiD. {taktn aback) Illustrious Fadladeen, I beg your 
pardon. 
The fault was NourmahaPs^ not mine ; scold 

her; 
These accidents z^t// sometimes happen^ sir. 

Fadl. {crossly) Accidents ! Fm surprised that one of 
sense 
Should have been guilty of an act so dense f 
To hit as hard as that is really hazardous. 
{Pointing off^,) But see ! The cortege 

WiD. {looking R.) Whose ? 

Padl. 'Why, the ambassador's. 

Surely you've not forgotten 'tis to-day 
He takes our princess, Lalla Rookh, away. 
Off to remote Bucharia hence he'll carry her, 
For Prince Aliris— lucky dog ! — ^to marry her. 

Chorus and Air. — ^^Sur la place ilfaut nous rendre,^ 

NouR., Widow, Fadl., and Chorus, without r. 

Don^t you hear the sound of coaches ? 

Don't you hear the roll of drums? 
The procession now approaches — 
And the royal envoy comes. 
Recitative. 
Marzavan {without r.) 

Halt, soldiers ! Stand at ease. 
Until you're wanted, please. 

{He enters r., njjith Aliris behind bim, disguised as Feramorz, a 
minstrel, tuitb a guitar slung on his sboulder, Ihe rest bvw to 
Marza*uan, ivbo bo'ws to them). 

Good morning, friends ! — {Bis) 

His kind regards the Prince, my master, sends. 
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Air. 
"Go,nike a dutiful 

Envoy," he said to me, 
" Fetch home my beautiful 

Bride to be wed to me." 
Here, like a dutiful 

Envoy, Tve come you see. 
Where is the beautiful 

Bride to take home with me ? 
Fair we have heard she is : 

Soundeth her praise afar ; 
Fame hath averred she is 

Fairer than mortals are. 
Eyes like the young gazelle's. 

Lips like the budding rose ; 
Hands white as lily-bells, 

Such are her charms, I suppose. 

h^ Chorus. 

Here like a dutiful 

Envoy, you Ve come from afar : 
Take home your beautiful 
Bride from her dear old papa. 
Mar. Can Ind or China 

Show a girl of finer 
Form, or fairer look — 
Chorus. Than Lalla Rookh ! 

(Dance, Marza*van sets to Nourmahal, Fadladeen to the WidoFW, 
Feramorx remains up c,^ looking on,) 

Fadl. {te Marzavan) — With our princess when you 
become acquainted, 
You'll see she's even lovelier than she's 

painted. 
At every party I can truly boast, 
Her high-^r^^ beauty ^always is a toast ; 
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ACT I. 9 

And then her charms of person, you will find. 
Are only equalled by her powers of mind ! 

Mar. — A prodigy indeed ! What most I crave is 
To be presented to this rata avis, 

NouR. {who has been looking xdthinterest at Feramorz) 
Talking of prodigies y I think you may 
As well present us your young proUgL 

WiD. [to Marzavan) — ^Yes — do ! 

Mar. {bringing /or ward Feramorz) — Allow me — with 
your kind permission. 
To introduce a poet and musician — 
{Feramorz dauus,) 

Young Feramorz — whose strains, untutored, 

wild. 
Draw tears from all that hear them — 
Fera. {asideUo' Marzavan) Draw it mild ! 

Mar. — Whose voice, like softest Zephyr blowing — 
Fera. {cutting him short) Bkw it I 

That's rather strong — ' 

Nour. {looking sentimentally at Feramorz) We idolize 

a poet. 
WiD. [aside to Nourmahal) — ^From staring with those 

idle eyes refrain ! 
Nour. {angrily) — Mrs. Mokanna, don't begin again. 
{To Feramorz) You play on the guitar? 
Mar. You couldn't get a 

Fellow, Pm sure, who'd play upon it better ; 
Then, his impromptu songs you'll find most 

pleasing. 
Indeed, you can't improve his improvising. 
Fadl. f^ompously to Ferar^iorz) — So poetry and music 
is your line ? 
Young man, I sympathize, 'tis also mine ; 
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And though to praise myself of course Vm 

loth, 
I'm thought a tolerable judge of both. 
'HovR,{aside to Marzavan) — A judge of poetry indeed 1 

One kn©ws 
He's only a ridiculous old prose. 

s^Walks up stage conversing tvitb MarzavuKf 'white Fadladeen 
and Feramorz are in front, 7%e wdo*w sits R.) 

Fadl. — In music, my young friend, I (think it wise 
Seldom to praise, and oft to criticize ; 
And make it my invariable rule 
To snub persistently the modern school. 
Do tunes like "Jolly Dogs" deserve remark? 

Tera. — Excuse me — isn't "Jolly Dogs" by Bachf 

Fadl. — I can't concwr with anything so droll. 

Fera. — ^What I meant was, that it's a barcarolle. 

Mar. {advancing to Fadladeen) — Though sorry la a 
"^ manner so abrupt. 

This interesting talk to interru|)t. 
Your Emperor I think I ought to see — 
Great Aurung — ^what's-his-name — 

Fa dl, Aurungzebe ! 

That you'd pronounce it right I don't expect : 
It's hard to spell, and woi^se to recollect. 

Mar. — Well, whether I pronounce it wrong or right, 
for me to see him would be but polite, 
And pay him my respects. 

Fadl. That i«, I fear. 

Impossible. 

Mar. How so? 

Fadl. He isn't iiere J 

Mar. — Why's he not here ? 
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Fadl. The reason is, because 

He's somewhere else. 
Mar. Ah ! yes — I guessed it was. 

Fadl. — He's in the wars, as is his usual fashion. 

Fighting some Tartar prince or some Circas- 
sian; 
I don't know which, sir, and I don't know 

where. 
And none of us particularly care. 
But now to our princess we'll haste, and let 

her 
Know you've arrived. 
Mar. I think you can*t do better. 

Chorus. 
Here, like a dutiful 
Envoy, you've come from afar, &c. 

(Fadladeeriy the Wido'W^ and Nourmahal dance off l. As soon as 
they ha*ve gone, Marzafvan, after looking cautiously around^ 
drops on one knee respectfully to Feramorz. 

Mar. — My prince, I humbly trust, in word and action, 
I did your bidding to your satisfaction ; 
But to hear folks accost a royal heir 
In terms as if a costermonger 'twere — 
Indeed, it gives your loyal subject pain 
That you should Suffer it, my sovereign. 

Fera. {making him rise) — Get up ! these tokens of re- 
spect do pray shun : 
You did your part, old boy, to admiration ; 
But drop the loyal subject — Law! you'll get 
On very well without the etiquette. 
All I care is you keep the secret well : 
'Twould be a rank offence, my rank to tell. 
( Looking off stage L . ) 
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I wonder if she's coming : I confess 

Pm curious to see this fair princess, 

For whom I laid aside all things that fetter a 

Monarch — the crown,the sceptre,orb,<?/ ceteray 

To woo her in disguise, and so make sure 

That she could love the humble troubadour. 

Air. — "Z<? voilcL donCy U tomh^auJ*^ 

Her unsuspecting heart I mean to win. 

The minstrel-boy she shall adore ere long ; 
This very day to charm her I begin, 

And round her pour enchantment with my song. 
Her yielding soul shall thrill with deep emotion, 

Till in my power at length subdued she fall ; 
In tender lays Til sing of true devotion : 

ril sing — I'll sing of love that levels all. 

{As this ends, Lalla Rookh's njotce is heard outside c, calling 
Nourmahal.) 

Fera. {romantically) Hark ! my heart says 'tis she ! I 
can't be wrong. 

{Lalla Rookh appears at 'windoiv outside, carrying a basket of 
flo'wers,) 

Lalla. {leaning on window-sill) — ^Who was that sing- 
ing ? What a charming song ! 
Two strangers ! {Aside) Dear ! I wonder who 
they are ? 
{Aloud) Oh, I suppose you're friends of my papa? 
He's not home, so it devolves upon us 
Poor little girls to try and do the honours. 
Pm Lalla Rookh, and I've been out for hours 
Making a bouquet — Pm so fond of flowers, 

(^Laughing girlishly.) 
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Oh, I had such fun — about the hedgerows 
scrambling ; 

{Checking herself.) 
But Pm afraid you'll think me rather ramb- 
ling; 
rd best come round : if I stayed here and 

chattered, 
The widow 'd scold me so — as if it mattered \ 
Oh ! V^ do anything to get well rid o* 
That tiresome old duenna thing — the widow I 
{She disappears, laughing, from ivindonv, going L.) 
Fera. [enthusiastically) — Oh! I adore her; Marzavan, 
it's true : 
Already I adore her — that I do ! 
Volcanic love I feel for that sweet crater I 
Isn't she quite the gushing child of natur' ? 
[Imitating her) " So fond of flowers," she said she was. 
Mar. Then, sire, 

Your flowers of eloquence she must admire. 
Fera. {pointing l.) — Hush ! 

{He retires up stage, as Lalla Rookh and Nourmahal enter L.) 
Lal. [to Marzavan) — And so you are the envoy, and 
you mean 
To take me to the spouse I've never seen ? 
Papa arranged it, so Pve nought to say : 
When he commands, his daughter must obey. 
But you'll admit it's far from nice to know so 
Little about one's future caro sposo ! 
Mar. — I s'^pose so, fair princess, yet still I can 

Assure you he's a really charming man. 
Lal. — Ah ! but he won't come up to, I'm afraid. 
The beau ideal of the simple maid; 
My beau ideal, I must frankly own, is 
A great deal handsomer than e'en Adonis ; 
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For elegance he'd beat Narcissus hollow. 

And in his figure's cut, cut out Apollo. 

The fact is nature in its wildest freak 

Has ne'er produced a creature so tres chic, 
Fek A.{sighingy up c.) — Small hope for the poor prince ! 
hAL,{aside to Marzavan, looking with interest at Fera.) 

Who's that ? It seems 

As if his face had visited my dreams. 

Pm a great goose to take up such a whim. 

But {hesitatingly), I could wish my spouse to 
be like him. 
Mar. — He's a young amateur, princess, and knows all 

Songs that are sung. 
Fera. {advancing^ and bowing to Lalla Rookh) — 

I am at your disposal. 

Of all sweet sounds my songs are the quintes- 
sence. 

And should your highness like some music- 
lessons ? 
LalI {clapping her hands with delight) Oh ! shouldn't I ! 
Fer. [aside to Marzavan) I'm making an impression. 
Lal. — How I adore the troubadour's profession ! 

Nourmahal, don't you think you'd better go 

And pack the things up ? 
NouR. {aside) , Clearly I'm de trop. 

{Aloud) Oh, very well, your royal highness. 
Fera. {aside to Marzavan) You'd 

Best take the quiet hint too, and not intrude. 

Quartett. — " Cela suffit : iloignez-vous?^ 

Fera. [aside to Marzavan) — 

Don't you perceive that you're de trop f 
Lal. {aside to Nourmahal) — 

I think you'd better go, go, go. 
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ACT r. n^ 

NouR. — Yes, I perceive that Pm de trop. 
Mar. — I think Td better go, go, go. 

Fera and Lalla. 
Yes, you had better 

Ensemble. 
Go, go, go, go, 

{we \ ( we're ) 

you J perceive that ( you're } ^' ^''^^ ^^' 

{Feramorz and Laila Rookh motion Marzantan and Nourmahar 
so depart. Ibey do so sefverally R. and l. When the others art 
gone, Feramorz and Lalla Rookh look aivkivardly at each 
other,) 

Lal. {aside) — It's very odd that now they've gone 
away, 

IVe really not a notion what to say. 

Of coiwse I must begin, though. 
{Aloud) Tell me, sir,. 

What style of music, pray, do you prefer ? 
Fera. — I've but one style, princess, for song or story ; 

An amateur, I choose the amatory. 

All I can sing you is a soft love-ditty : 

I've no loud " C di petto y* — more's de pity t 
Lal. [impulsively) — Though you've no "C di petto y** 
sir, I'm sure 

I never se^d a pet who pleased me more ! 
{eonfused) That is — at least — I mean — 
Fera. Oh ! don't explain ; 

I'd like to hear you say those words again. 
Lal, {drawing back) Indeed, you won't f 
Fera. Then let me hear you sing. 

Lal. — I don't think I remember anything. 
Fera. — Do try, fair princess ! This we can suppose 

Is the first music-lesson. 
Lau Well, here goes ! 
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Air. — " V*d des bergers.^^ 

Since my papa without hesitation 

Marries me off to a man I ne'er saw, 
All I can do is to seek consolation, 
Flirting meantime with a gay troubadour. 
Eh, troubadour ? 
Gay troubadour ! 
Tra-la-la-la. 

(Feramorz dances /• symphony.) 

Charming my spouse may be, but I doubt it ; 

Wedding a stranger you'll own is a bore ; 
Oh, never mind ! V\\ forget all about it. 

Flirting away with this dear troubadour. 
Eh, troubadour, &c. 

{PaS'de-deuXy interrupted by the entrance ofAzim^ R.) 

AziM {bowing to Lalla Rookh). — Pardon, your high- 
ness. I intrude, I fear. 
I came to tell you that Almansor's here. 
Lal. — Almansor come ! {to Feramorz) Of Cashmere 
he's the Khan, 
He's promised to escort our caravan. 
It's most goodnatured of him, I allow. 
But still I wish he hadn't come just now : 
Of course he mustn't find me on the hop ; 
So as the Khan's here, our can-can must stop. 
{To Azim.) Well, show him up. 

{Azim bows, and exit R. ) 

Upon our journey soon it is 
We start ; then there'll be heaps of opportu- 
nities. 
Whenever we encamp, for songs and 
dancing. 
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Fera. — ^Thc prospect is, to say the least, entrancing. 

{7bey gaze abstractedly at each other 'while the symphony of the 
next chorus begins.) 

Lal. {to herself) — Dear troubadour ! 
Fera. {to himself) A perfect darling she is ! 

Lal. {sighing) — I'm sure the prince can't be as nice 
as he is ! 

{Enter R. Fadladeen^ the Wido*w, Nourmahal, Marzavan, Azint 
andf last of all, Almansor. All hoiv to the latter,) 

Chorus. — " Notre maitre va paraitreJ** 

How d'you do, sir ? 

How are you, sir ? 
You are welcome here to-day. 

Act as guide, sir, 

To the bride, sir. 
Be an escort on the way. 

Who'd unravel 

Ways of travel. 
If no guide to help there be ? 

There's no Bradshaw 

To be had, sure. 
There's no " Railroad A. B. C." 

How d'you do, sir, &c. 

Fadl. — Azim ! a royal bumper quick fill up. 

Refresh his highness with a loving-cup. 
Alma. — ^Thankyou, but I'm not thirsty, my good man, 

I'd rather not. 
Lal. You won't^// upy my Khan f 

Won't you drink anything ? 
Alma, {bowing to her) Thanks, fair princess. 

These eyes are drinking in your loveliness ! 

B 
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Poets have praised your face in many a sonnet : 
Dis Khan has oft heard men descant upon it. 
But now your beauty meets my dazzled eye, 
" Dis canH be mortal !** Tm inclined to cry. 
Fera. {annoyed at the compliment) — Puppy ! 
Fadl. {overhearing him) What's that you said ? 
Mar. {aside to Feramorz) Be cautious, do. 

Fadl. — ^You called him " Puppy " — a young dog like 
you ! 
That sort of speech will get you in disgrace : 
Folks in your rank of life should know their 
place. 

{Coming forward f soliloquizing) 
There's something in my mind excites sus- 
picion 
About that free-and-easy young musician. 
Call princes pupjnes! Gracious me! why 

soon 
He may be calling me an old baboon ! 
"When I first spoke to him I plainly saw 
He hadn't got a proper senseof awe ; 
And when Tm speaking, it must be confessed, 
I like to see my audience impressed. 
Mar. {to Feramorz r.) — Old Fadladeen's suspicions 

pray don't rouse. 
Fera. {looking angrily at Lalla Rookh and Almansor, 
who are talking l.) — People shan't flirt with 
my intended spouse. 
Mar. — Oh, there's no harm. She finds the Khan 
diverting ; 
And she's so charming that men can't help 

flirting. 
It's better she should charm them, you'll admit, 
• Before her marriage, sire, than after it. 
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ACT I. 19 

Fadl. (c. eyeing Feramorz) — PU watch that young 

man well ; 'twill be but wise : 

Who knows he's not a Fenian in disguise ! 

Lal. (l. turning to the rest) — ^Now as we've got to go 

a goodish way, 

• I think we'd better start without delay. 

{To Almansor) What says the noble Khan ? 

Alma. Vva ready, mum, 

Pve camels for your suite ad libitum. 

Lal. — Hf)w kind ! At such an offer we all jump. 

WiD. {alarmed) — ^Camels ! Am I to ride upon a hump ? 

Lal. — Yes, we all shall, so don't you be contrairy^ 

Fadl. [tenderly to the Widow) — ^I've an extremely 

docile dromedary, 

The creature knows me really like a brother : 

You'll ride on one hump, I upon the othen 

WiD. — Is it quite safe ? For danger I've no taste. 

Fadl. — Don't fear. I'll clasp you tightly round the 

waist. 

WiD. — From that high hump I shouldn't like to fall, 

As Humpty Dumpty did from off the wall. 

AziM. {to Nourmahaly up c.) — Her tumbling off would 

send me into fits. 

{Laughing) Imagine the poor widow all in bits ! 

Fadl. {to Widow) — ^Well, on its back if you don't like 

to ride. 

Let's go in panniers upon either side, 

WiD. — Oh yes ! In childhood's days I've ridden ^o. 

NouR. [to Azim] — That must have been a good long 

time ago. 

WiD. — Safe in a pannier I must surely be* 

Fadl. — ^Besides, for a companion you'll have me. 

Lal. [to Fadladeen) — Come, then, let's form the cor^ 

tige — ^two and two. 

B 2 
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Mrs. Mokanna goes of course with you. 
Next Nourmahal with Azim. 
NouR. {giving Azim her hand) Oh, with pleasure. 
Fadl. {interposing between Azim and Nourmahal) — 

Stop, I protest ! 
WiD. {remonstrating with Lalla Rookh) A most impru- 
dent measure ! 
Lal. — Rubbish ! You two old folks are ne'er con- 
tent 
Unless there's something nice you can pre- 
vent. 
From bothering my two protigis refrain. 
Azim {chaffingly to Fadladeen). — ^We must obey the 

princess. 
NouR. {to Widow) Sold again ! 

Alma.' {confidently) — ^Her highness rides with me. I 

count upon her. 
Mar. — No 1 As ambassador, I claim that honour. 
Alma. — ^Excuse me — 
Mar. Pardon me — 

Lal. {stepping between them) Must I decide ? 

Well, then, — ^with neither I intend to ride. 
Alma, {offended) — Indeed ? With some one else then 

you propose ? 

Lal. — While you were squabbling, Feramorz I chose. 
Fadl. {surprised) — ^Feramorz ! 

Lal. Yes : my music wants improving, 

He^ll give me lessons as we're onward moving. 
There ! It's all settled, so without more par- 

ley 
Let's close the scene by singing xYitJinale, 

{She gi*ves her band to Feramorz^ and they aliform into line.) 
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ACT I. 



Lal. 



Finale. — " Legende dt Barbe BUue.*' 
Come now, 'tis time for starting, 



Fera. 

Chorus 

Lal. 



Chorus. 
Lal. 



'Tis time to be departing. 

There's a long, long way to go. 
There's a long, long way to go. 
We must put our best foot forward 
To southward, or to nor' ward, 
But which way — 
But which way — 
We don't precisely know. 
Fera. {to Almansor) 

Stay beside us while we roam, sir. 
Please to guide us safely home, sir, 
Or we shan't know what to do— 
Or we shan't know what to do. 
On their journey help the strangers ; 
In the troubles and the dangers 

Take us, take us safely through. 
O take us safely through. 
Off goes LallaRookh! 
Off goes LallaRookh! 
Cease for fairer maids to look, 
Queen of all is Lalla Rookh ! 
None can vie with her in look, — 
Lovely, lovely Lalla Rookh ! 
Cease for fairer maids to look. 
Queen of all is Lalla Rookh ! 
Oh ! none can equal, none can equal 
Lovely Lalla Rookh ! 
Fera. Tra-la-lalla-Rookh ! 

Chorus. Tra-la-lalla-Rookh ! 



Chorus, 
Lal. - 



Chorus. 
Lal. 
Chorus. 
Lal. 

Fera. 

Chorus. 



©"utttaitt. 
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ACT IL 

Scene. — 7%e Valley of Cashmere by night, A tent r. open to*wards 
front of stage, Feramorz is seated c. singing, — round him are 
grouped all the rest fast asleep. 

Air.— "7(r suis Venus " {Orphic). 

Feramorz. — ^HE moon is bright, 

tS Fair is the night, 
In Cashmere's vale 'tis sweet to lie, 

To see the bats, 

And hear the gnats. 
And feel mosquitoes hovering nigh. 

All the day we've journeyed — 

Journeyed all the day : 

In this happy valley 

Ever would I stay ! 

{^he rest hum symphony droivzily, Feramorz looks round, sees 
they are all asleep, and starts up angrily,) 

Fera. — Snoring through that sweet song of my com- 
posing ! 
Yes — they're, all seven^ more than half-a-doz^ 

ing. 
It's very rude— they said they liked it so 
When I began about two hours ago. 
And in de chorus they declared they'd sing; 
This napping's a most indecorous thing ! 
But it shan't be : thus my revenge I take — 

(Strikes a hideous discord on his guitar) 
You unappreciative snorers, wake ! 
{All start up,) 
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ACT II. 25 

Lal. {yawning) — Oh ! what a charming song that was. 
WiD. {ditto) I heard 

Distinctly every note and every word, 
It's true I had my eyes shut, but you know 
One hears the music so much better so. 
Alma. — ^Yes, for somehow one can't prevent them 

closing; 
(7"^ Feramorz) I found your composition most compo- 
sing ! 
Fadl. {disdainfully) — ^Your music is so poovy we all 
agree 
A better sopor\'ciQ, could not be. 
Fera. [bowing] — Thanks. 

{Turning to Lalla Rookb R. reproachfully) 

Even youy princess, slept through my song. 
Lal. — Oh, it was lovely, dear, but it was long ; 

Then the mosquitoes^ hum — to sleep inviting 

me! 
Something I must get to prevent them biting 

me. 
And then you don't consider my fatigues, 
Riding a camel's hump for leagues and 

leagues. 
To the Isist Jiirlong when we came, said I, 
" If we don't stop before long, I shall die." 
So when we had encamped, it wasn't odd 
If my poor weary head began to nod, 
And off into a reverie I went. 
Fera. — A reverie ! 'Twas most irreverent. 

How could a singer his good temper keep ! 
While I awake sweet sounds, you're sound 

asleep. 
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Lal. {soothingly) — There, there! Now don't be 
cross, for that's absurd. 
Biit list — a happy thought has just occurred : 
Let's steal away from all the rest, and wander 
Together somewhere up the valley yonder. 
Fera. — My princess, gladly would I roam with you 
To far Kamschatka or remote Peru ! 
Come, let's be off at once. 
Lal. {seeing that Fadladeen is watching them) 

No — wait a bit. 
(7hey go up stage r., conversing,) 

Fadl. [to himself y as he watches them) — ^Whispering 
again ! I don't approve of it. 
All day that troubadour's been at her side. 
With him the princess all the way would ride. 
" It's not correct," says I, and I objected. 
Says she, " I'm much too old to be corrected.'* 
Then, as we journeyed on, that fellow sung 
Songs without end in the Italian tongue, 
Which I don't understand, but I've good 

reason 
To think those songs contained a deal of trea- 
son. 
(7he restf 'wbo have been talking together up c, «oiu come 
forward.) 
Mar. — ^Well, what are we to do till morning ? 
AziM. I'm 

Ready for any fiin to pass the time. 
WiD. — Going to sleep is quite, out of the question. 
NouR. — ^Will no one kindly think of a suggestion ? 
Fadl. {politely to Almansor) — Some observation 

p'r'aps the Khan will proffer ? 
Alma, {after thinking a little) — ^Thc Khan is sorry, but 
he's none to offer. 
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ACT 11. 25 

Fadl. — ^Oh ! don't say that : we really look to you. 

Make us a speech. 
Lal. [coming forward with Feramorz) — A charming 

thought ! 
The Rest {to Almansor). Yes, do. 

Alma. — I've never tried to make a speech, I vow. 
Lal. — You've never tried ? Then why not try it 

now? 
Fadl. — Pll back you up — you needn't be afraid ! 
AziM. — And we'll hooray when your oratioDiS made. ^ 
Alma. — I'll make some notes. 
Mar. O no ! it should be done 

ImpromptUy for it's so much better fun. 
Lal. {designating Fadladeen) — Besides you'll hear 

him prompt you. 
Alma, {bowing to Lalla Rookh) Looks so winning 

Who could resist ? 
Fadl. Ahem ! The Khan's beginning. 

Alma, {after much preliminary coughing) — My friends, 
as monarch of this principality, 

Pm charmed to offer you my 

Fadl. [prompting) Hospitality ! 

Alma. — About this vale there can't be two opinions — 
A Paradise I call my fair dominions. 
Now may the night in Cashmere's vale pass 

gaily 
Till morning breaks, and we bid Cashmere 

Vale! 
And if on coming back you're ever bent, 
Why, I shall vally such a compliment. 
The Rest.— Long live the great Almansor ! 
NouR, {advancing) Noble Khan, 

Let me inform you you're a charming man ; 
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In liking Cashmere's lord, 'tis not his pelf — 
Not his mere cask we like — no, 'tis himself/ 
WiD. {aside to Nourmahal) — How dare you thus 

coquet ! 
NouR. {angrily pushing her away) — Go — get along ! 
Alma. — Friends, let me now suggest a dance and 

song. 
Lal. — O yes ! Let's dance — for, see ! bright shines 
the moon. 
D^ar Feramorz will give us some good tune. 
WiD. {shocked) — " Dear Feramorz " indeed ! 
Fadl. {severely to Lalla Rookh) You meant to say 

'*The individual who's hired to play." 
Fera. [sulkily to Fadladeen) — 'Twas but just now I 
sang, as I was bid. 
The sweetest ditty — 
Nour. {aside to Azim) Did he ? 

Fera. {overhearing her^ crossly) Yes, I didy 

But not a note, miss, reached your sleepy 
head. 
Azim [to Nourmahal), — He's in a huff 
Lal. Enough ! I'll sing instead. 

Air and Chorus. — "y^ Leucade^* {La belle Hilene). 
Lalla Rookh. 

Now in a mazy round we'll dance away 
Merrily till the day. 

Chorus. 
Now in a mazy round, &c. 
Lalla Rookh. 
Who could think of sleeping to-night 
Whfen the moonbeams glimmer so bright ? 
In the valley, till the day, 
Dance a ballet, dance away. 
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Chorus. 
In the valley, &c. 
Lalla Rookh. 
Oh, if on earth there be a vale of bliss, 
Surely it must be this. 

Chorus. 
Oh, if on earth, &c. 
Lalla Rookh. 
Who vsrould care to slumber to-night 
Here in such a realm of delight ? 
In the valley, till the day, 
Dance a ballet, dance awray. 

Chorus. 
In the valley, &c. 

Lal. {aside to FeramorZy as they are getting into their 
places for the dance) — 
Mind, when I give the signal by a glance. 
We'll steal off in the middle of the dance. 

mxma 'M^M, 

in the course of*whicb Lalla Rookh and Feramorz go off together 
unobserved c. Fadladeen soon percei'ves their absence, and 
hastily stops the dancing, 

Fadl. — Cease from your pirouettes! Attention — 

quick ! 
While vsre cut capers, some folks cut their 

stick. 
Where's the princess ! She's vanished, and 

vsrhat's more. 
So has that rascal of a troubadour,' 

c 2 
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Mar. — ^Vanished together ! 

AziM. Here's a pretty stir ! 

WiD. —What ! she and he ! 

Fadl. Precisely : him and her ! 

NouR. — Perhaps they're in the Unt — 

Fadl. [looking there) ^ Taint so. 

Alma. This looks 

Very suspicious. 
Fadl. [aside to the Widow y while the others are looking 
about) Tm on /<f«/erhooks 

Whether to hasten on the truants' track, 
Or patiently to wait till they come back. 
WiD. — To chase them instantly, I should advise. 
Fadl. — But then I hate such violent exercise. 
WiD.— Duty says, " Go !" 

Fadl. Says Inclination, "Stay!" 

ril toss {does so with a coin). Heads — Duty ! 
[Inspecting it with a sigh) Duty wins the day. 
WiD. [to the others)— Come, then! We'll follow 
them, however far. 
And to their bolting interpose a bar. 

{Jll ad<vance.) 
Ensemble. — ^' Mortes, sortez.^* 



Off they wander. 
Goodness gracious ! 

Somewhere yonder. 
How audacious ! 

We must follow. 

Shout and hollo. 
Till we bring them back. 
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Widow. 
For to tell her royal pa', Tm sure 

I should not dare — 
That his girPs run off with a troubadour, 
No one knows where 1 
Chorus. 
Come along ! 
We must follow, 
Shout and hollo, 
Till we bring them back. 

{Fadladeen and the fTidoiv dance off r. c, Marza*van and 
Almanzor L. c, Azim and Nourmahal are left alone on the 
stage,) 

AziM. — ^Nourmahal, while the rest are scattered thus, 

Oh, what an opportunity for us ! 

What the princess does mayn't her subjects 
do? 

Can't we get up elopement number two ? 

To hide, dear, in the jungle's our best plan. 

In Cashmere's jungles cafxh me if you can! 
NouR. — To hide, deary in the jungle ? That, I fear, 

Would be at best a very wild idea. 

Oh, we should get into a precious bungle^ 

You know, a favourite air says ^^ Ah! non 
giungle /" 
Azim. — ^But love like ours makes e'en the desert sweet. 
NouR. — Think of the horrid creatureswe should meet ! 

The lion — the leopard — and the grisly bear ! 

We'd have no lark while they were lurking 
there. 

Imagine, dear, in some lone wilderness 

Facing a hungry tiger ! 
Azim. Don't digress ! 
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These zoologic tacts Pm sure you took 

From Peter Parley's Natural History book. 
NouR. — Yes, when a small child long ago I read it. 
AziM, — The way you recollect it does you credit ; 

But with your Azim you may bid defiance 

To tigers, leopards, grisly bears, and lions. 

Come ! with your own true lover run away, 
dear : 

Picture our happy life in this Arcadia ! 
NouR. — ^Ark at yer coaxing ! I'm afraid it's wrong. 

But if I must — I must ! 
Azim. Then, come along ! 

Stop, though — ril sing you first the usual 
song. 

Air* — ^^ Madame, ah! madamt?^ 

Azim. 

We'll wander through the forest, 
We'll wander far away, 
Till the gloaming 
We'll be roaming 
The livelong summer-day. 
The woods will make a shelter— 
A home for you and me, 
Happy-hearted, 
No more parted, 
Till life has ceased to me. 
ril build you a hut, for Pm sure I can do so, 
A rustic abode d. la Robinson Crusoe ; 
And acorns for dinner you'll find very good— 
The simple repast of the Babes in the Wood. 
Ye stars, be propitious ! Befriend us above ! 
Like Paul and Virginia we'll live and we'll love. 
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Ensemble. 
We'll wander through the forest, &c. 
{^hey are going up c. together, ivhen they are met by Fadladfen 

and the Wido*w, *wbo enter c.) 
AziM. — The widder ! Heavens ! 
NouR. And wid her Fadladeen ! 

WiD. — Widder away so fast ? To Gretna Green ? 

You won't get there this time : youVe caught, 
ma belle ! 
{Clutches hold of Nourmahalf *wbile Fadladeen seizes Jzim.) 
Your precious escort too — he's caught as well. 
Fadl. — He^s courting just the girl I told him not ; 

Oh, what a pickle of a son Tve got ! 
Wid. {to Nourmahal) — And as for you — I vow there 

ain't a worse 'un ! 
AziM [struggling with Fadladeen). — Don't cuff me, 

governor ! 
NouR. {ditto with Widow) Hands 'off, old person ! 
Wid. — No, no, Pve got you, and I'll keep you, miss. 
NouR. {despairingly) Azim, adieu! Farewell our 

dream of bliss ! 
Azim {to Fadladeen). — ^You couldn't catch the prin- 
cess, could you ? 
Fadl. True, 

But it's a consolation catching jy^w. 
^ We've stopped your fun — no more you'll roam 

' at large ; 

Of that young lady, Widow, you'll take charge. 
Wid. {dragging off Nourmahal sl.) — With pleasure. 
Azim {kissing his hand to her). My poor Nourmahal ! 
Fadl. Have done ! 

And come along with me, refractory son. 
{Drags Azim off L. When all four bafve disappeared Marzavan 
enters c.) 
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Mar. — I watched my prince, and saw which way he 
went, 
And I've led all the others off the scent ; 
Through brakes and briars they hunt, but 

can't discover 
Where Lalla Rookh has wandered with her 

lover, 
And all the time their minds I keep confusing : 
This game of hide-and-seek is most amusing. 
{Shouts off stage) This way ! This way ! I've found 
them, I declare. 
At last we've got them — 



{Fadladeeriy 


the fTidouUf Nourmabal, Jzim, and Almansor, rush 


in, breathlessly f c.) 


Fadl. 


Where ? 


WiD. 


Where ? 


AZIM. 


Where? 


NOUR. 


Where ? 


Alma. 


Where? 



{Rapidly one after another.) 

Mar. [pointing off R.) They've but a moment since 
gone out of sight. 

Close by the nineteenth tree upon the right. 

On ! with fresh energy your footsteps firing ! 
Alma. — I must confess I find this somewhat tiring. 
{Aside) I made a very great mistake, I fear, 

When I invited all these people here. 
Mar. {to Almansor) — Oh, do come on — it's just a 
little way. 

We're sure to catch them. 
Alma, {incredulously) Well, I hope we may. 
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• Chorus. 

We must follow. 
Shout and hollo, &c. 

{Exeunt all tumuUuously r. As the chorus dies off in the dis- 
tance y Lalla Rookb and Feramorz enter sloiuly L. artft-in-arm,) 

Lal. — Why, here's the tent — the place from which 
we started. 

But all de party seem to have departed. 
Fera. — ^Well, don't you think that's nice ? 
Lal. {simply) Indeed I do ! 

rd stay for ever here alone with you. 
Fera. — ^What ! In seclusion here you'd like to tarry, 

And never see the prince you're going to 
marry ? 
Lal. —Don't talk of that ! I hate— I dread the notion* 

Would he were at the bottom of the ocean ! 

Pa gave the prince my hand, but my affection 

Has gone in quite an opposite direction. 

You'll keep my secret, won't you ? 
Fera. Keep it ? yes; 

But you've not told me what it zj, princess. 
{Tenderly) You love — ? 

Lal. [timidly) Oh, yes — I love 

Fera. I know you do ; 

The question that arises next is — who ? 
Lal. — Ah I stop — his name I cannot, must not men- 
tion. 
{Going R.) Here in the tent to rest is my intention* 

(Lies doivn on cushions in front of tent.) 
Fera. {aside) She loves me, though the thought she 

dare not own. 
Lal. — Sit near, and sing in your most soothing tone. 
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For Pm aweary with the walk we took, 

So you must lullaby your Lalla Rookh. 

Sit down — from peeping eyes the tent will 
screen us. 
Fera. — Oh! you remind me of the Tented Venus. 

You are so fair ! Forgive this ebullition, 

Your beauty overwhelms the poor musician. 

ril sing a ballad that you've heard before : 

Moore wrote the words. 
Lal. I like it all the more. 

{Feramorz sits by Lalla Rookh* s side,) 

Air. — Feramorz. 
"There's a bower of roses by Bendemeer's 
•Stream,'* &c. 
{Vide " Veiled Prophet of Khorassan ** for nvords. At the end of 
the SQng, the music changes to the refrain of the chorus " We 
mustfolloiVy shout and hollo^* &c.yplayed <very piano.) 
Fera. {starting up) — Hark ! Through the wood I 
hear a distant humming, 
And I begin to fear the rest are coming. 
Lal. {rising) — Oh, I'm so sorry; thus then breaks the 
spell. 
To moonlight walks and lullabies farewell ! 
No more can I enjoy your sweet society. 
Fera. — No — you're the princess — you must play pro- 
priety. 
And I can linger by your side no more : 
I'm nothing but the humble troubadour. 
Ensemble, andante. 
" Or depuis la rose nouvelle.^* 
Yes, the charm that bound us is broken, 
Too soon the fond tite-d-tete is done : 
But the tender words we have spoken. 
We'll recollect them, every one, 
Yes — every one. 
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ACT II. 35 

Allegro. 
Lal. [moving away from Feramorz R.) 
Hush ! Take care ! 
They are thercy / 

Through the branches they've espied me, 
Move away 
Farther, pray. 
Don't remain so close beside me. 
Fera. [going L.) 

There's a sound 
On the ground. 
Feet are creeping, creeping near us ; 
They are nigh, 
And they try 
To surprise and overhear us. 
Lal. [pianissimo) 

' Yet we will 
Murmur still. 
Soft and low, a careless ditty ; 
Not a word 
^ust be heard— ^ 
Piano, piano ! Zitti, zitti ! 
Fera. [pianissimo) 

If they thought in a snare 
We'd be caught unaware. 
Oh ! they make a mistake. 
For we're both wide awake. 
Ensemble. 
{Each singing re spec t I've ly aside and sot to voce,) 
Sweetest night 
Of delight. 
Far too fast away you're gliding ! 
Charming walk. 
Charming talk. 
Why were ye so unabiding ? d i 
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I am sure 

We adore, 
Though the secret we're concealing; 

Lover's eye 

Can descry 
All that lover*s heart is feeling. 

J . > loves me ! 
(She/ 

{TTfey pretend no: to see the others, 'who during the duet ha^ve en^ 
tered stealthily c.,and stand ^watching them at back,) 

Fadl. — ^Why, one would think they'd never left the 
place, 
And we'd been going on a wild-goose chase. 
[Coming forward) Princess! 

Lal. {affecting surprise) Oh, so you've come back, 
Fadladeen ; 
Pray where Ijave you and all the others been ? 
Faei,. — She asks us where we've been ! 
Fera. Yes, tell us, do. 

Fadj.. {severely) — Sir, I did not address myself to you. 
Lal. {to Fadladeen] — You're out of temper. 
Fadl. And it's not surprising, 

For such behaviour's truly scandalising. 
A precious scamp is that young friend of 

yours. 
That troubadour — the worst of true bad doers ! 
Lal. [innocently] — Why, is there anything that we've 
done wrong? 
Here we've been waiting — I can't say how 
long. 
Fera. {simply] — And so her highness made me sing a 

• song. 
WiD. {aside to Fadladeen) — Although a fib is every 
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ACT II. 37 

word they're stating, 
We can't disprove it— that's so aggravating. 
Fadl. {^to Widow) — We've made an error, and the 
game they're winning: 
Look at that rascally musician grinning ! 
WiD. — Snub him and put him down. 
Fadl. Trust me for that. 

(To Lalla Rookh^ raising bis nfoicefor Feramorz to hear.) 
Your minstrel's singing is so very flat, 
I wonder you admire what seems to me 
Such wretched quavering. 
Lal. You're so crochety. 

Only compare my voice with his — 'twill show 
That Lalla Rookh's as hoarse as some old crow: 
Bqt surely 'twas the nightingale that taught 
His lovely shake ! 
Fadl. 'Twas no " great shakes " I thought. 

Lal. {asidcy turning away from Fadladeen) — 

All I know is that when I hear him sing, 
For his sweet sake — oh, I'd do anything ! 
Fadl. {to ike Widow, still loudly) — As for the rdperm 
toire of songs he's got, 
I've seldom heard so rubbishy a lot. 
(Turning to Feramorz^ ixjhose looks express indignation.) 
Vm glad you're listening: it's worth your 

while, 
For your entire performance is so vile, 
I recommend a total change of style. 
Fera. (bowing) — Advice from you, Sir, is indeed a 

boon. 
Fadl. — Attend a little more to time and tune: 

Don't sing in public till your voice grows 
stronger. 
Lal. {impatiently) — Oh, bother ! I can't stand this any 
longer. 
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{To the rest) Night's almost past : the morning winds 
are blowing, 

Come ! Ttrnpusjugit, and my Umpefs going, 

So let's be off! 
Fadl. {to Feramorz) Fve plenty more to say, 

So I'll resume the subject on the way. 
Lal. — You're very kind. No more let's dilly-dally. 

And so farewell to Cashnuere's happy valley. 

Finale — " Chaur du Palanquin^ 

Chorus. 

Now conducted by the Khan, 
Starts again the caravan. 

Caravan, caravan! 
Get into your places, every man ! 

Lalla Rookh. 

Fairest vale on earth, adieu ! 
Sorry to be leaving you. 

Don't delay, 

Let's away, 
Hope to come back here some day. 

Chorus. 
Now conducted by the Khan, 
Starts again the caravan. 

Caravan, caravan ! 
What a jolly caravan ! 



iSTurtain. 
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ACT III. 

Scene : Garden of a Mosque, in the outskirts of the capital oj 
Bucharia. The Mosque is seen through cypresses at back. 

Nuptial Chorus. 

{Heard nvithout as curtain rises.) 



M^ymenee! Hymenee! 
(Hn Pass, every cloud that covers 
Heaven bright — oh ! pass away ! 
O happy, happy lovers ! 
O happy, happy day ! 

{Enter Feramorz and Marza^van L. 7he former no longer «wears 
a troubadour's dress y hut is in his real character as Aliris.) 

Mar. {pointing off ^.)— Look \ Yonder comes the 
princess with her suite, 
Her royal bridegroom how she dreads to meet \ 
Ceaseless have been her tears since yesterday, 
When from her side your highness stole away; 
But all those tears will turn to smiles once 

more, 
When in the prince she finds her troubadour. 

Fera. {modestly) — I really think she rather likes me, 
though 
That may be my conceit to fancy so. 

Mar. — Conceit ! She loves you, as you can't deny, 
When every one can see H with half an eye. 
But oh ! what a surprise 'twill be for them 
When you reveal your little stratagem ! 
How bitterly old Fadladcen will rue 
The cutting speeches that he's made to you ! 
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Air : Marzavan. — ^^Oest un metier difficiUy 

Changed, indeed, is your position : 

How astonished they will be, 
When the poor despised musician 

Turned into a prince they see ! 
Ha! ha 1 ha! 
Humbly will they court you now, Sir^ 
Low before you will they bow, Sir, 
Like true courtiers, cringe and fawn — > 
Flatter, flatter night and morn t 

Ensemble. 

Humbly will they court | "^^ | now, etc^ 

Marzavan. 

Once the troubadour they sneered at^ 

Now to please you cannot fail. 
They'll declare the songs they jeered at 
Quite surpass the nightingale. 
Ha! ha! ha! 
Humbly will they court you now. Sir, etc. 
Fera. {looking d?^'R.")— Hush — here they come ! HoW 
sad she looks — my pet ! 
{Kissing bis hand offK.) 
I won't reveal myself to her just yet: 
V\\ watch them from a post of observation. 
And wait for a dramatic situation. 

{He hides himself among trees c.) 

Chorus [without). 

Hymenee! Hymenee! etc. 

{As chorus ends^ enter R. Lalla Rookh 'with Almansor^ then Fadla- 
deen ivith the ff^idoiv, thvn Azim loith Nourmahal^all in 
bridal array,) 
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Lal. {in recitative) — ^I can but weep : I loathe this 
bright array. 
My heart is sad, though 'tis my wedding day. 
The prince I think a horrid bore, 
I love — I love the troubadour ! 

Chorus : " Eky quoiy Bonlotte f* 

O shame ! O scandal ! what have we heard ? 
Love him ! Well, upon my word ! 

You dare to love him — to iove him ! 

Air. — Lalla Rookh. 

Ah, yes — ^with fondest adoration 
I love, I love the minstrel boy — 
My heart's joy ! 
For him I'd quit my royal station. 
Forget my rank and dignity 
Willingly ! 
But since, alas, a cruel, cruel fete 

Won't let me wed my troubadour, 
I feel inclined for something desperate. 

Like Lucia di Lammermoor. 
There's nothing so surprising in the fancy. 

For " our hearts are not our own to give," 
No harm in liking Feramorz I can see, 
For Feramorz alone I live ! 
Lal. — As for the prince, I hate him — that I do ! 
{To Almansor.) Sooner than marry Am, Fd vciTLrry you. 
Alma, {delighted) Oh, yes — let's rivet Hymen's rosy 

fetter. 
Lal. — I fear 'twould not make matters any better. 
Alma.— Why not ? I love you. 
Lal. ■ Doubtless, but you see 

It's Feramorz / love, and you're not he. 
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Fadl. {bitterly) — And so your highness loves that vile 
musician ! 
This is the end, then, of our supervision, 
The good advice— the lectures — all, in short, 
Mrs. Mokanna and myself have taught ! 
To fall in love like any simpering miss 
With a mere minstrel ! Has it come to this ? 

WiD. {ta Fadladeen louclfy)--^Thzt she'd commit her- 
self I've long surmised, 
And though Vm shocked 1 cart't say Vm sur- 
prised. 
A leveller of rank, indeed, is Cupid, 
But stooping to a minstrel was too stoopid. 
To think a princess loves the sort of man v^ho 
Composes twaddle on a cracked pi-an-o ! 
I shouldn't wonder if some day we find her 
Enamoured of a dirty organ-grinder! 

Fadl. — The fancy p'r'aps one might have understood 
If Feramorz's singing had been good ; 
But to admire his voice was too absurd. 
It was the weakest thing I ever heard. 
Then, his impromptu poems ! what vile rant F 
He called them cantos, but I call them cant/ 

Mar, [laughing aside) — He'll change his tone ere long. 

NouR. {angrily to Fadladeen) It's most unkind — 

Nasty old spiteful things ! {To Lalla Rookh) 

But never mind ! 

Alma. — Cheer up ! Dim not with tears that lustrous 
eye! 

Lal. {weeping) I can't cheer up, and I prefer to cry. 
Since destiny hath my fond hopes deluded, 
I wish you were all dead, myself inchidetl ! 

{Feramorz suddenly sings out, " Tra-la-latla Rookh!** from bis 
biding place, -^General surprise.) 
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Lal. — Heavens ! 'Tis his voice ! He's here I What 

joy intense ! 
Fadl. — He here ! Well, this is matchless impudence. 

^FeramorZf still biding, begins to sing, " There's a hoixier of 
roses by Bendemeer's stream**) 

Mar. {to Lalla Rookhy after Feramorz has sung one 
verse) — That song on your attention's so 
encroaching, 
You don't remark the prince is just approach- 
ing. 
Lal. — Bother the prince ! Come, Feramorz ! 

{She is going toiuards 'ijohere he is hidden,) 
WiD. [indignantly) For shame ! 

Mar. — Feramorz and Aliris are — 
Fera. [suddenly appearing c.) The same ! 

All [petrified) — The same ! 
Fadl. {incredulously) — Ob, that's all humbug. 
Mar. No, it's true. 

He is the prince, though he's the minstrel too. 
Fera. — ^Yes, you must own my little plan v^as splendid 
By v^hich I've won the heart of my intended. 
So now, sweet princess, beautiful as Heb^, 
Daughter of the illustrious Aurung — 
(Forgets the rest,) 
Tadu [cpming to the rescue) — zeb^. 

Fera. — Thank you. [To Lalla Rookk) Aliris knows 
you love him, since 
Loving the troubadour — 
Lal. {finishing the sentence) I've loved my prince. 
(She Jails into his arms.) 

Air: Feramorz. — ^^ Amours nouvellesJ*^ 
Your troubadour ^ 
Will nevermore 

E 2 
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Be parted from his bride. 

How sweet 'twill be, 

Dear love, with thee 
For ever to abide ! 

And when my songs I sing, 
Fond recollection back 'twill bring 
Of days when, ere you knew the king. 

You loved the troubadour — 
Your troubadour ! 

{Lalla Rookb and Feramorz ivalk upstage together confer sing.) 

Fadl. {to Widow) — Gracious ! He is a prince, then, 
after all. 
Mrs. Mokanna, I feel rather small. 
Tell me, dear Widow, tell me — do you really 
Think that I criticized him too severely ? 

WiD. — Why, I should say the Saturday Review 
Was mild as any lamb compared to you / 
At all his poems you did nought but sneer. 
And called his songs remarkably small been 

Fadl. {agonized) — No, did I ? 

WiD. Oh, you did, you may depend. 

Fadl. — Twas only acting like a candid friend. 

WiD. — From friendship such as yours the fates pre- 
serve us ! 

Fadl. — Don't talk like that : you make me feel so 
nervous. 

(Speaking loudly that Feramorz may bear,) 

It's curious, though — I quite believed him one 
Of those one calls above the common run. 
For though his dress, p^srhaps, bespoke 

humility 
He had an air of genuine nobility. 
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His voice is exquisite — that there's no doubt 
of. 

{Relapsing into despondency.) 
' But Tve a snubbing way I can't get out of. 
WiD. — Well, in the meantime 'twould be only wise 

To beg his pardon and apologise. 
Faol. — ril manage it. 

(Approaching feramorz, timidly.) 

Allow me, Sire, to hint 
We long to see your charming songs in print. 
Those sweet effusions! Quite by heart I 

know 'em. , 

Your majesty should write an epic poem. 
Fera. {laughing) — Why, what new sentiments are 
these you utter ? 
I was your butt before : you're now all butter. 
Fadl. [confused] — But — a — you see, your majesty, the 
thing 
Was that I didn't know you were a king. 
Fera. — So, for your compliments I've got to thank 
Not my poetic talent, but my rank. 
And yet, you call yourself a critic ! 
Padl. {bowing) True, 

But criticism don't apply to you, 
Fera.— Oh, you're old-fashioned: changed our 
modern ways are : 
Now critics cut up e'en the " Vie de C^sarJ^ 
Authors, though they be Emperors of France, 
Find when they publish they must take their 
chance. 
Fadl. {rapturously)^W\izX wisdom ! What a mind ! 
What penetration ! 
I never heard a truer observation. 
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ril-make a note of it with all celerity, 

And hand the boon down to remote posterity. 

Azim, my tablets ! 

{Azim advances to (j/i've Fadladeen the tablets,) 

AziM. {aside to Feramorz while Fadladeen is writing) 

Would your Majesty 
Say a good word for Nourmahal and me ? 
Fera. {nodding assent to Azim)— AW right ! 
Fadl. {having ^nisked writings to Feramorz) — And so 
youUl pardon, Sire, I feel. 
The somewhat indiscriminating zeal 
With which I triticized \ht^[kesitates)-A2ite 
musician. 
Fera. — Well, Til forgive you upon one condition. 
Fadl. — A hundred. Sire, with pleasure, shall be done, 
Ffra, — You'd better wait until you hear the one. 
It is that when I wed my sweet princess 
Two other hearts should share that happiness. 
And Azim wed his Nourmahal. 
Fadl. How strange ! 

It's just^he match I wanted to arrange. 
(Paternally to Nourmahal.) I'll be a father to you. 
WiD. I declare 

I've always said they'd make a charming pair. 
Lal. {to Nourmahal) — So all ends well for Azim and 
for you. 
And Feramorz and I are happy too. 
(Tl? Feramorz) I know you're now Aliris, but of course 
I ne'er can call you aught but Feramorz. 
Now then, time flies : enough, I think, we've 

tarried : 
See ! there's the mosque — let's go in and get 
married. 



Digitized by 



Google 



ACT III. 47 

UTo audience) And, ere we go, assure us that you look, 
Kind friends, with favouring eyes on Lalla 
^ Rookh. 

^^Legende de Barbe BUue." 

Lalla Rookh. 

Come now, 'tis time for ending— 
For the curtain to be descending: 

NOURMAHAL. 

It's a long, long way we've gonc-^ 

Chorus. 

It's a long, long way we've gone. 

Lalla Rookh. 

Some fun if we've afforded 
We shall feel that we're rewarded 
When you smile — 

Chorus. 

When you smile — 

Nourmahal. 

Our work you smile upon. * 

Feramorz. 

Pleasing you was our ambition. 
Please to cheer the young musician. 
Or he won't know what to do — 

Chorus. 
Or he won't know what to do. 
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Feramorz. 

Kind applause is what we're ifeeding. 
Half afraid of not succeeding — 

Cheer us, cheer us kindly through — 

Chorus. 

Cheer us kindly'^through. 

Lalla Rookh. 

Thus ends Lalla Rookh ! 

Chorus. 

Thus ends Lalla Rookh ! 

Lal. Cease for fairer maiHs to look — 

Nour. Queen of all is Lalla Rookh. 

AziM. None can vie with her in look — 

Fera. Lovely, lovely Lalla Rookh ! 

Chorus. 

Cease for fairer maids to look. 
Queen of all is Lalla Rookh. 
Oh ! none ran equal — none can equal 
Lovely Lalla Rookh. 

Feramorz. 

• Tra-la*lalla Rookh ! 

Chorus. 

Tra-la-lalla Rookh. 
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Now Beady, in Wrapper, Price One Shilling, 

FAIR HELEN. 
A COMIC OPERA. 

IN THREE ACTS. 

itrixnsluttb anb ubaptetr from ''.C^i ^i^Hc i)e(em" 
BY VINCEN.T AMCOTTS. 

MUSIC BY OFFENBACH. 



In Wrapper, Price One Shilling-, 

I PH IG EN EIA; 

OK, 

THE SAIL! THE SEER!! AND THE SACRIEICEI!! 

Performed at the Music Room, Oxford, by the St. John's College Amateurs, 
during Commemoration, 1866» 



Demy 4to, in Wrapper, Price Sixpence, 
THE 

HARLEQUIN, 

An Illustrated Humorous Periodical, conducted entirely by Oxford Men. 
Published Fortnightly During Term. 

T. & a. SHBIMPTON, BROAD dTIlEET, 

London ; Whittaker & Co., Ave Maria Lane. 
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